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The Deacon Who 
Hit His Thumb 
With a Hammer 


Deacon Harris was a pious man. 
You could have asked anyone in the church, 
and he would have said the same. Deacon 
Samuel L. Harris was a pious, godly man. 

There was plenty of reason for thinking 
so. He prayed long prayers. He gave long 
testimonies in prayer meeting. He always 
talked in solemn, somber tones. 

Deacon Harris often spoke about the sins 
of the church members. He would quote 
long texts from the Bible, telling of the 
punishment God would someday mete out 
to people who didn’t serve Him faithfully. 

He said everyone ought to pay tithe. “I 
always do,” he would add. 

He often said that church members— 
and especially children—should be quiet in 
church. “Seen and not heard,” was the way 
he put it. And if any child so much as 
wiggled or whispered, Deacon Harris 
would glare at him till he stopped. 

If anyone came to meeting a few minutes 
late, Deacon Harris would cluck disap- 
provingly as the latecomer came down the 
aisle. 
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Deacon Harris, of course, was always 
early. He made a point of that. And the 
church members were sure God must be 
very pleased with him. He always did 
everything right. 

Well, Deacon Harris was a carpenter. He 
made furniture in a small factory in that 
little town. Several other members of the 
church worked in the same place. One day 
while Deacon Harris was driving a nail, . 
hammer came down on his thumb. A stre 
of swear words filled the room. The other 
workmen—including the church members 
—looked up in alarm. 

To their amazement, they saw the deacon 
letting forth those terrible oaths. And Dea- 
con Harris, suddenly noticing that his own 
church members were watching him, stam- 
mered, “I have a weakness for swearing.” 

Word got around. Soon the whole church 
was buzzing. “Deacon Harris can’t control 
his temper.” “Deacon Harris swears.” And 
the children told their parents, “It’s just as 
we said. We never thought he was as good 
as he said he was.” 

From that time on, Deacon Harris had 
very little influence over the members of 
that church. Every time he told people they 
ought to be good, the people thought, “You 
ought to be better yourself.” 

I heard the story when I was a junior, 
and it has stayed with me ever since. 

Deacon Harris swore. But swearing 
wasn’t his chief mistake. The chief thing 
wrong was that Deacon Harris had not put 
his life completely into the hands of Jesus. 
You see, if he had, Jesus would have kept 
him from losing his temper, for the Bible 
says that Jesus “is able to keep you from 
falling.” He “giveth us the victory” over 
every temptation and weakness and evil 
habit. He could have helped Deacon Har- 
ris. He would like to help you. 

So, this year, if you want to live a perfect 
life, learn from the deacon’s mistake. Put 
your life completely into Jesus’ hands an 
He will “keep you from falling” and wi 
“present you faultless” before God when 
He comes. (See Jude 24.) 


Your friend, 


humor Waar 











VICTOR'S 
* 


HAT'S the matter, Bill? You look as if 
you'd lost ten dollars and picked up ten 
cents.” 

Bill lifted his woebegone face and smiled 
in spite of himself as Uncle Jim sat down 
beside him on the steps. 

“Well, it is nearly as bad as that, Uncle,” 
he said. “You know how it is here. Our Ad- 
ventist school is so small there isn’t another 
student near my age at all, and I don’t have 
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Victor’s father pleaded with the principal to ex- 
cuse his son from attending classes on Saturday. 


VICTORY 


By GOLDIE DOWN 


any friends except the boys who live on our 
street, and none of them care a thing about 
religion.” 

“Yes,” Uncle Jim nodded understandingly. 
“I know it is hard for you here. But what is 
the special problem just now?” 

“The fellows from public school are plan- 
ning a weekend hike up to Black Crag Moun- 
tain. The botany teacher is going too, and 
he said I could go, and we'll look for speci- 
mens and it will all count for our term 
papers and 34 

“But how will that affect your school- 
work when you go to a different school?” 
Uncle Jim looked mystified. 

“We—eli, it doesn’t really.” Bill had the 
grace to look a bit ashamed. “But I'd like 
to go so much because my favorite subject 
is nature study and I want to get some new 
specimens too.” Then he added rebelliously, 
“It just seems as though keeping the Sab- 
bath affects everything a fellow does.” 

“Maybe it does,” Uncle Jim agreed as he 
tried to arrange his long legs more com- 
fortably on the concrete steps. “Did I ever 
tell you about my young friend Victor over 
there in Iran?” 

“No,” Bill said eagerly. Even though he 
felt his uncle was changing the subject 
rather abruptly he couldn't resist a story, 
and Uncle Jim had been in the mission 
field for many years and had a host of 
stories to tell. 

“Victor is the son of one of our Armenian 
pastors there in Iran, and a fine lad he is 
too,” Uncle Jim said. “In Moslem countries, 
as well as in many other parts of the world, 
all schools are controlled by the government 
and meet on six days each week. Friday is 
the Moslem holy day, so school is out on 
Fridays but meets on all the other days of 
the week.” To page 19 
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Stories of the Girl Who Had Visions—12 





THE LITTLE JESUS LADY 


By BONNIE KINZER TILLMAN 


HEN Sister White was more than sev- 

enty years old she moved into a home 
called Elmshaven near the St. Helena San- 
itarium in California. But though she had 
reached an age when most folks want to 
retire and take life easy, her work was not 
yet done. 

When the Lord first called her she was 
just a girl, sick and weak. But He blessed 
her with health and strength so that she 
accomplished more than most other women 
in history. She had seen the church grow 
from just a few members until they num- 
bered thousands. At first there were no 
church schools, no sanitariums, no publish- 
ing houses. Now, with the instruction given 
her in visions and dreams, she had helped 
to establish these institutions, not only in 
the homeland but also in countries across 
the seas. 

Now she said she must not travel so much 
but spend more time writing the things 
the Lord had shown her. Then, if she 
should die, God’s people would have her 
books to guide them through to the end. 

Her writing room was on the second floor 
of her home. There were many windows in 
it, making it light and cheerful, with plenty 
of the fresh air she loved so much. If you 
should visit her Elmshaven home today, you 
could see her comfortable old armchair and 
the lapboard on which she did her writing. 

She usually went to bed early. Then when 
she came down to breakfast in the morning, 
she might say, “I was awakened early (per- 
haps two o'clock) by an angel and told to 
write, so I’ve been writing for hours.” 

Some of the workers at the sanitarium on 


the hillside tell of looking down at night 
and seeing her room lighted up with an 
angelic glow. It was a heavenly light, dif- 
ferent from the light of the kerosene lamps 
that were used in those days. 

It is estimated that if all her writings, in- 
cluding the books and articles she wrote for 
our papers, were put in book form, they 
would fill about one hundred books of four 
hundred pages each. What a remarkable 
task for one person to accomplish—espe- 
cially so when we think that when the Lord 
first told her to write, she was so weak and 
sick she could not hold her pen. And re- 
member, boys and girls, you need never be 
ashamed of the writings of Sister White. 
Even though she was able to go to school 
only a few years, her writings are held in 
the highest esteem by top educators. 

Once one of our young men was taking 
a special university extension course in 
Massachusetts. One day his teacher, who had 
just returned from a study of literature in 
Europe, asked the students to bring to class 
the next day a quotation from their favorite 
author. They were to read their quotations 
and let the rest of the class guess the name 
of the author. This young man brought a 
gem from the book The Desire of Ages. No 
one could guess the author, but the teacher 
knew. Then she made quite a talk to the 
large class, telling them about Sister Whi 
and her work. Among other things she said} 
“Of all writings, ancient, medieval, or mod- 
ern, there are no writings so full of beauty, 
so perfect in every way, so pure, and yet so 
simple, outside of the Bible, as the writings 
of Mrs. E. G. White.” 
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Mrs. White is the lady sitting right in the middle 
of this family picture. The building is Elmshaven, 
the house where Mrs. White lived during the last 
years of her life. The room where she slept and did 
so much writing is the one with the large windows. 


A religious news writer for a famous 
paper in the Southland, in speaking about 
the books of Ellen G. White, once said, 
“Among the hundreds of books I have 
studied on the subject of religion which in- 
spire and enrich faith, none has been of 
greater help than Patriarchs and Prophets 
and Prophets and Kings.” He urged all who 
are heart hungry for God to read her books. 

A reader for one of the big publishing 
houses in London, and an expert on manu- 
scripts and books, once said, “The book The 
Great Controversy is a wonderful book. It 
is almost perfect in composition. I have 
read thousands of manuscripts but none 
more beautiful than this book.” 

The book Education is considered a mas- 
terpiece in the field of education by the 
masterly scholars of our day. Doctors and 
scientists are just now finding out some 
things about health and how to help the 
sick that were revealed to Sister White by 
the Lord years ago. These facts are recorded 
in the book The Ministry of Healing and in 
her other books on health. 

As a winner of souls there is no book 
to compare with the little book Steps to 
Christ. Between 8 and 10 million have been 
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published in 83 languages. Probably no 
other religious book outside the Bible has 
reached so many people. 

A popular author and lecturer wrote, 
“This remarkable woman, though almost en- 
tirely self-educated, has written and pub- 
lished more books and in more languages, 
which circulate to a greater extent than the 
written works of any woman of history.” 

When Sister White wanted a rest from 

To page 18 
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Chapter 5: Someone to Help at Last 


Girl With the Kindly Heart, 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


HEN Elizabeth saw the hospital roof 
crack wide open, she knew she was going 
to have to get all the patients out quickly. 

For one bitter minute it seemed that she 
couldn’t go through with it. She had been 
forced to carry all the patients out just two 
years before. Her body cringed at having to 
go to all that work again. But she prayed 
as she always did in trouble and began, “All 
who can stand up, get to your feet. Children, 
stop your crying and be brave.” 

The whole activity was done just as be- 
fore. Only this time a different thing hap- 
pened at the last. At first it filled Elizabeth 
with terror. Then she realized that it was a 
blessing, because she saw something that 
made her heart glad every time she remem- 
bered it in years to come. 

The patients were all safe on the hillside 
when Elizabeth went back for the instru- 
ments. They were more important than any 
words of hers could ever express. A nurse 
who used matchboxes for pills and scoured 
the city for rags knew that instruments once 
lost could not be replaced. The cracks were 
wider in the walls and the ceiling looked as 
if it was ready to fall. But Elizabeth gathered 
the instruments and wrapped them in a sheet 
of fiber matting. 

Water swirled around her ankles while 
she gathered the things together. As she 
pushed to the door the water came up to her 
waist. And it was climbing higher by the 
second. “I am trapped here,” she sobbed. It 
seemed for one wild minute that nothing was 
of any importance except the instruments. 
“If I could only hand them to someone,” she 
cried in despair. 

Then a boat came by and she came to her 
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senses. She lifted the sheet high over her 
head and signaled for the boat to pull in a 
bit closer. But the boatman simply grinned 
at her, a stupid sort of grin. “Where is your 
money?” he asked. 

She told him that she had no money. 
“Beads or bangles then?” he demanded. Then 
she saw that the bottom of his boat was cov- 
ered with these things. It broke her heart 
to think that suffering folks had been 
stripped of such paltry decorations to save 
their lives. She thought too, with cold fear, 
that some people had been left to die be- 
cause they didn’t have enough of them to 
pay for being rescued. The boatman pulled 
away and left her stranded. 

Then she heard a voice, speaking English, 
and as cheerful as any voice she had heard 
for a long time. “Climb aboard,” a young 
soldier told her. “When they sent me out 
here to India, I didn’t think my military 
service would include rescuing young Eng- 
lishwomen.” The boat, with Elizabeth aboard, 
began to drift toward the shore. 

That is when Elizabeth saw the first of 
the wonderful sights. A boy was manning 
a boat near to the soldier’s boat. He lifted 
a child from a woman’s arms and set it down 
in the boat. Then he hauled the spPie® 
woman over the side. The woman immedi- 
ately began to strip thin little bracelets from 
her wrist. 

The boy’s voice carried clearly over the 
water. “We do not work for pay,” he said. 
“We work for the love of Jesus our Brother.” 
His voice broke into a song, while he poled 
the boat. And his song was a song of the 
church. 

Then Elizabeth saw that there were doz- 








ens of these boats, manned by boys, going 
up and down the river. There were no beads 
or bangles in the bottom of their boats. 
And music over the water was like a choir 
singing. “These are the Christian boys from 
the valley,” she explained to the soldier. 
“They are from the mission school there.” 

When she was on shore again she went 
among the people and did what she could. 

Il the time she was thinking about the 

ospital. She couldn’t even tell, now, where 
it had stood. The flood had washed it all 
away. Not even one stone was left. “I would 
like to build far up from the river next 
time,” she said. 

Then she scolded herself. “Two hospitals 
gone and already you are choosing another 
place to build!” It just didn’t make sense. 
Yet she kept picturing wards and real beds 
no matter how she tried to turn her mind 
away from such foolish dreams. 

It seemed to Elizabeth that hardly a home 
was standing when the waters went down. 
The flood had reached farther this time. 
Even the tumbled houses in the outskirts 
of the city had fallen or were on the verge 
of tumbling over. She walked along with 
Churchy and the two of them hardly dared 


to look at each other. Little children were 
so thin that their bones stuck out. 

“What can I do?” Elizabeth mourned. 
“Where is food to be found?” The maharajah 
who had given her the stone house answered 
that for her. He called her into his royal 
presence to tell her what he had planned 
for her. 

“A relief camp is being built,” he ex- 
plained. “It is at the edge of the city. The 
shelters are just lean-tos but they will take 
care of many people. Even now homeless 
people are going to the camp. Nightfall will 
find thousands of them there.” 

Elizabeth had heard rumors of this move 
but she made no comment now. She still 
didn’t guess what he wanted with her. “All 
the rice in the town has been collected by 
my servants,” he said. “There will be no 
crop for a long time. The grain on hand 
will have to last.” His eyes flashed fire. 
“Some of our people have many beads and 
bangles and will try to buy a lot of the 
rice for themselves while others go hungry.” 
He laughed scornfully. “Well, they will have 
to eat the bangles, for the rice is to be given 
out so that everyone gets an equal share.” 

A young Brahman had been counting 
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Elizabeth was tremendously surprised when she saw who had come to rescue her from the flood. 
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sacks of rice as Elizabeth came in. Elizabeth 
had noticed him because he was the only 
Brahman in all the country of Kashmir who 
had ever turned to Christianity and acknow]- 
edged it openly. When he was a boy he had 
lived at the mission. The maharajah spoke 
of him now. 

“He is in charge of distributing the rice,” 
he explained. “I want you to be in charge 
of the money.” Elizabeth knew that her be- 
wilderment had shown on her face, for he 
explained immediately. “The poor and starv- 
ing will try to make a profit too,” he said 
sadly. “The same ones would come for rice 
over and over if it was just doled out to 
them. Some of them would corner a small 
market and then sell at a high price to those 
less cruel—or less clever, according to how 
one looks at it.” 

At last Elizabeth understood that she was 
to give out money in equal portions. With 
this money folks would buy rice. They would 
never have enough money to corner a market. 
It grieved her, as it did the maharajah, to 
know that this had to be done. “I wish that 
all these people were Christian,” she said. 
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The maharajah looked angry for a min- 
ute. Then he smiled at her. “Comfort your- 
self,” he said. “The one who handles the 
rice is a Christian. The one who handles the 
money is a Christian. Let that speak much 
hope to your heart.” 

The days that followed were bad ones 
for a nurse who loved cleanliness. She got 
to go into homes to give out money, which 
she would never have been allowed to enter 
otherwise. There was so much filth and sick- 
ness that her heart ached every minute. 

“Open your windows and let light and 
air in,” she begged. “Do not let your people 
lie on dirty rags. Keep them clean and place 
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them on clean mats.” She let out a sigh he c 


almost hissed through her teeth. “Burn your 
garbage,” she begged. “That will save hun- 
dreds of you from death.” 

There was one very bright spot in all of 
this. She saw that some of the young girls 
really took an interest in what she said. 
At once she saw them as students in a nurs- 
ing school. “When I hardly have a roof over 
my head I dream of a school,” she said cheer- 


fully. To page 16 





ANIMALS HAVE FUN, TOO! 


By GRACE V. WATKINS 
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Otters have fun sliding down a bank into the river. 


pore have fun with your pals when you 
play baseball or basketball or water tag. 
Bozo, your pet dog, has a wonderful time 
chasing sticks you throw. And Pamela, your 
favorite cat, dashes about with a rubber 
mouse, pretending to hide it and find it 
again. 

“But,” you say, “those animals play be- 
cause they live with people.” 

Are you sure? Do only pet animals have 
fun? If you were to hunt up a biologist, es- 
pecially one who had tramped in the jun- 
gles and the brush, he'd tell you that many 
wild creatures have as much fun playing 
as you and Bozo and Pamela do. 

If one of these men who study wild ani- 
mals could put you in his pocket when he 
was setting out for faraway places, you'd see 
amazing things. 

Let’s suppose this actually happens, and 
off you go. The first stop is a jungle in In- 
dia. You and your guide hide safely in a 
tree beside a broad pool. Listen! Elephants 
are coming! With a noisy splashing several 
of the big fellows wade into the water. In 
a minute they are drawing water into their 
trunks, then squirting it on one another. 
The water fight is on! And what fun the 
elephants are having! Squirting water, dash- 
ing about, making sounds that certainly 
mean, “Hey! Stop that or I'll squirt twice 
as much water on you!” 

Elephants aren’t the only animals that 
play in the water. Otters take the prize. In 
spring and summer, otters often make mud 
slides into the water, then zip down them 
into the ripples with a splash. In winter, 
they make snow slides and toboggan down 
them (without a toboggan, that is) at great 
speeds. To page 15 
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The Thrilling Story of a World-famous Heroine 


GRACE DARLING 
and the Shipwrecked Sailors ® 


By VIRGIL ROBINSON 


E ARE in for a bad storm.” 

Mr. Darling had just come down the 
winding stairway of the Longstone light- 
house on the northeast coast of England. In 
the tower on top, the oil lamp he had 
lighted flashed its warning beams. His wife 
and their only daughter, Grace, glanced 
anxiously through the kitchen window at 
the lowering sky. Already raindrops were 
dashing against the glass, and the wind had 
begun to howl. Grace and her mother well 
knew that Mr. Darling had lived near the 
sea all his life, and could read the signs 
that told when a bad storm was on its way. 

All along the coast the sun was blotted 
out earlier than usual that September after- 
noon and Mrs. Darling hastened to light the 
oil lamps. Together, the family ate their 
supper and then prepared for the night. 
There was to be no sleep for Mr. Darling, 
for the days of electric lights were still 
half a century away, and he must watch all 
through the hours of darkness to see that 
the wind did not extinguish the precious 
lamp. If it were to go out, a lonely ship 
might drift in the darkness onto the fearful 
mass of Harper Rock, not far away. 

Grace and her mother soon retired, but 
for Grace there was little sleep. All she 
could think of was the terrible storm now 
raging with such fury that the very tower 
itself swayed in the blasts, and of the dan- 


gers it brought to the many vessels that. 


sailed up and down this section of England’s 
coast. Now and then she would fall asleep, 
but only until another fearful blast wakened 


her again. 
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Meanwhile the captain of the good ship 
Forfarshire was battling against mountain- 
ous seas in the blackness of the storm. 
Pounded by tremendous waves, the boilers 
had begun to leak, the engine room became 
flooded, and the fires had gone out, leaving 
the vessel at the mercy of the seas. So heavy 
was the rain and so thick the fog that the 
beams from the Longstone lighthouse were 
entirely blotted out. 

Thus it came about that at four o'clock 
on that fearful morning, the Forfarshire 
struck with tremendous force on the black 
mass of Harper Rock, splitting the vessel 
in two. Fifty-four persons in the back part 
of the ship were swept away into the icy 
waters and perished almost instantly. The 
front part of the vessel was caught in a 
crevice of the rock and to this wave-swept 
wreckage nine miserable victims clung, long- 
ing for the day. Holding on as tightly as 
possible, they sent pathetic cries for help 
across the angry waves. 

At five o'clock on that fateful morning, 
Grace was awakened again, not only by 
the storm, but also by what she felt sure 
were human cries. Throwing a wrapper 
around her, she crept up the stairs to where 
her father was still maintaining his vigil by 
the light. 

“Father, there are people in distress out 
there, somewhere.” 

“No, my child, no one could be out on 
such a night and live.” 

But in response to her insistent plea, he 
paused and listened, and then he also heard 
those faint cries. 











“They must be coming from Harper 
Rock,” he said. 

But it was still too dark to see anything 
outside, so father and daughter remained 
by the window, waiting for the dawn to 
appear. 

At length it became light enough to see 
Harper Rock, only three hundred yards 
away, and with horror they saw that there 
actually were several living figures clinging 
to the broken parts of a ship. 

“Oh, Father!” exclaimed Grace, wringing 
her hands in pity, “what can we do to help 
them?” 

For a few moments Mr. Darling tried to 
figure out how help could be gotten to the 
poor shipwrecked victims, but he couldn’t 
think of anything. The storm was still rag- 
ing, so he could not send a message to the 
lifeboat crew on the shore. 

“I am afraid there is nothing we can do,” 
he told his daughter sorrowfully. 

But Grace was not willing to sit idly by 
and watch the poor people on the rock 
perish. Her face lighted up as she exclaimed, 
“Our boat! Father, our boat! We can fetch 
them off in our boat!” 
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Into the gale Grace and her father rowed, trying desperately to rescue the shipwrecked sailors. 


She was referring to a small cockleshell of 
a boat with only one pair of oars, that the 
family used when they went to the mainland 
for supplies on calm days. Her father shook 
his head. 

“No, Grace, it would be death to try to 
reach that rock with such a tiny boat in such 
a mighty storm. There are deadly crosscur- 
rents, and rocks that can be seen only at 
low tide. To reach Harper Rock we would 
have to take a roundabout route that would 
be at least a mile long. And even if we 
could reach the wreck, we could never get 
back, the way the wind is blowing.” 

But Grace was determined. “Some of the 
survivors can help row back,” she said. 

At last father gave in and hurried down 
the stairs with his daughter to get the little 
boat ready. When they opened the door of 
the lighthouse, the strength of the wind 
nearly blew them off their feet, but in the 
end, with the help of Mrs. Darling they 
launched the boat, and with father at one 
oar and Grace at the other, they pulled away 
from the lighthouse onto the wild, icy sea. 
Both had to row with all their might to keep 

To page 16 
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FRED and I thought we had exhausted all 
the Sabbath afternoon possibilities that 
San Francisco had to offer. It’s easy for 
country boys to keep Sabbath. They always 
have walks to take, or animals to play with, 
or a sunny meadow to investigate. But when 
you live in a big city it’s a little different, 
and we had racked our thirteen-year-old 
brains trying to think of something unusual 
—something other than the regular Sabbath 
reading or walks to the nearby parks to see 
if by chance there might be some bird in 
sight that wasn’t a pigeon or an English 
sparrow. We had even tired of Golden Gate 
Park, though it had kept us occupied off 
and on for a number of years. 

And now we sat on the front steps and 
shuffled our feet and sighed and tried to 
think. 

“We might go out to Land’s End,” I said, 
mostly to break the silence, but Fred looked 
interested right away. We hadn’t been there 
for a long time, and then only with our 
folks; but at least it would be something 
to do. And we remembered a narrow path 
that wound around the great gray rocks of 
Land’s End, coming at last to Ocean Beach, 
and it stirred the spirit of adventure in us. 

“All right, boys,’ mom agreed when we 
asked about going. “Just be home in time 
for supper.” She wasn’t worried about us. 
Fred and I were twins and getting quite 
old now. She was sure we'd be safe. 

At Sutter Street we swung aboard the 
rear end of the No. 2 streetcar and sat back 
to enjoy the long, bumpy ride. We were close 
to the ocean when we got off, and as soon 
as we walked past the Lincoln Park golf 
links we could see the heavy swells washing 
against the beach. We watched them for a 
few moments before we turned off on the 
little path that led along the base of the 
high cliffs that guard the Golden Gate. 

We weren’t in any hurry, and stopped 
every few minutes to kick stones or examine 
strange bugs. Once we paused to gaze with 
awe at the wreck of an old coastal steamer 
that had run aground on the jagged rocks 
that line the entrance to the bay. Now it 
lay sprawled on the little beach while gulls 
preened on its wreckage. 

When we had traveled about a mile we 
could see the great cliffs that stand opposite 
the lighthouse that is a landmark in those 
parts. Fred was walking ahead. 

“Aw, the bridge is gone,” he said suddenly. 
“We can't get across this gully.” 
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JEANIE MC COY, ARTIST 


I looked over the cliff and saw my brother lying 
where he had fallen, more than forty feet below me. 
1 could tell by the waves the tide was coming in. 


The Sabbath When My Twin Brother Fell Over the Cl 


ADVENTURE at | 


By LEO VAN DOLSON as told to BOE 


I caught up with him and we both peered 
down into the deep gully. There was no sign 
of the rickety little bridge that we had 
crossed on previous walks. 

“What are we going to do?” Fred ques- » ,« 
tioned and then answered himself. “I guess 
there’s only one thing we can do—go back!” 

But I was studying the three-hundred-foot | 
cliff that towered over the path. “Look, Fred,” 
I said, “why not climb up? There’s a road 
at the top and we can get to the beach that 
way.” 

We began climbing up the face of the 
cliff. I was in the lead, slowly feeling my 








ver the Cliff 


at LAND’S END 


ld to BOBBIE JANE VAN DOLSON 


way and finding footholds. Freddie was 
directly below me. 

“Not much farther,” I called, as the steep 
slope gradually leveled off and we could 
see the road at the top. I dug my fingers 
and toes into the rain-softened earth with 
added vigor. Then I felt myself slipping. A 
big rock had torn loose beneath my feet 
and it went bouncing down the incline. 
Just as I was about to call a warning to 
Freddie, the rock struck him on the head. 
He went limp, and then he too began to 
slide. Both of us went rolling crazily down 
that bumpy cliff, only Fred wasn’t struggling 


for a footing as I was. He just rolled over and 
over, gaining speed as he went. I got a 
glimpse of him now and then as I struggled 
to stop myself. I saw him hit the path where 
he had started, but he didn’t stop! He just 
bounced right over the forty-foot sheer drop 
to the beach below. 

I managed to grab hold of the path and 
break my fall and then I sat in the dust for 
a few seconds just breathing hard and trying 
to collect my wits. I was too scared to look 
down below the path, but I knew that I had 
to, so I dug my bruised fingers into the dirt 
and eased myself out so I could see. 

There Fred lay, looking awfully small 
down there on the sand. I could see blood 
trickling from his head, and I had the feeling 
that he was dead and we'd never play to- 
gether again. In a flash I saw all the good 
times we'd had and what fun it was being 
twins. He couldn't be dead. I wouldn't let 
him be dead. 

I began screaming his name, but the sound 
of my voice just drifted out over the water 
and the only answer was the sighing of the 
waves as they washed the sandy beach. 
Those waves! For a moment I felt a thrill of 
horror sweep over me as I realized what 
those waves might do. I stopped calling and 
watched without breathing while the next 
one lapped the shore. Its wet fingers reached 
an inch or so higher on the beach. The tide 
was coming in! Freddie would be washed 
out to sea! I began to race back down the 
path. There must be somebody around some- 
where. 

I had gone about a hundred yards when 
I found a place where the cliff was less steep. 
For some reason a steel cable had been 
strung from the road high above to the 
beach below. A man was standing at the 
top, and in my frenzy I began to scream 
out the story to him, but he just cupped 
his hand to his ear. My voice was lost in the 
crashing of the waves. 

I was so desperate that I grasped the steel 
cable and hand over hand pulled myself up 
to the road where he stood. Trying to con- 
trol my sobs I told my story. It was in- 
coherent, but he managed to piece together 
what had happened and told me to go on 
down the road and try to get help and he 
would go in the other direction. 

So once again I began to run along the 
road. I could feel the blood pounding my 
ears and when I breathed it sounded as if I 
was crying. But I kept on for about a mile 
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till I came to the first of the big houses in 
San Francisco's Seacliff district. The people 
there hardly knew whether to believe such 
a disheveled, hysterical boy, but I convinced 
them, and a man rushed to the telephone to 
call help. 

Then back again over the road and the 
path, stumbling over the sharp stones, but 
not daring to stop even for a moment. Up 
ahead I saw a crowd of people. The man on 
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CLIMBING 


By MAURICE HILL 


Set a goal, and start to climb, 
You will reach the top in time. 
Do not slacken, do not quit 
Before you have accomplished it. 


{0000 07; V0; ee 


the road had spread the word and a lot of 
curious people were there, along with two 
police cars, a fire engine, and several news- 
paper photographers. 

Even with ladders they couldn’t reach my 
brother, and everybody was waiting in 
hushed expectancy for the Coast Guard crash 
boat to arrive. I listened hard with my fists 
clenched and my thoughts on those waves 
that kept reaching in a little farther, a little 
farther. We all knew that the boat had to 
come soon. 

Then we heard it, and it seemed as if we 
all began to breathe again. Around the bend 
it came, a trim little craft with an important 
mission. Skillfully the men made the difficult 
landing and gently placed Fred on a stretcher, 
tying him securely. 

The policemen dropped ropes and began 
to raise the stretcher those treacherous forty 
feet. But it wouldn’t do! The heavy stretcher 
kept bumping against the cliff and we were 
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all afraid that poor Fred would be hurt even 
worse. They had to lower the stretcher again 
and it took a few minutes for the coast- 
guardsmen to decide what to do, while we 
stood on the cliff above watching them. 

Then one of those big men came forward 
and put his arms around the stretcher, and 
as the policemen began to raise it, he braced 
his feet against the cliff and began slowly 
walking the stretcher up. We were so tense 
up above that it was almost as if we were@ 
pulling him up with our minds and hearts 
—willing him to make it safely. I had never 
seen or even dreamed of anything so heroic 
in all my life as that brave man holding my 
brother firmly against his own body and 
making that dangerous trip with him straight 
up the side of that cliff. He did it for a boy 
that he didn’t even know and would prob- 
ably never see again. 

I made the trip to town in the ambulance 
with Freddie. Maybe it was just an ordinary 
trip for the driver, but to a boy still in a state 
of shock and terribly concerned over his 
twin, it was a harrowing experience. 

At the Park Emergency Hospital they 
found that Freddie had a fractured skull as 
well as several broken ribs. He had been so 
limp when he took that awful plunge from 
the path that he was saved any more serious 
injury. 

Well, it had been quite an afternoon, and 
Sabbath at that. We didn’t care much about 
going out to Land’s End for a long time after 
Fred got better. We heard from relatives 
and acquaintances all over America when the 
story and pictures got in the newspapers. 

There was one other part of the story, 
though, that I ought to tell. You know how 
mothers are—they feel so kindly toward 
people who help their children that they 
want to do something to show their ap- 
preciation. Well, our mother felt that way, 
and after thinking it over a few days, she 
decided to bake a cake for the men at the 
Coast Guard Station. 

I didn’t think much of the idea. I kept 
remembering the fellow who fetes st * 
Freddie up and how his muscles swelled and 
how the sweat stood out on his face when 
he reached the top. He just didn’t seem like 
a person who would be happy with a gooey 
cake. But mom went ahead anyway, and she 
talked me into going with her when she 
took her three-layer masterpiece out to the 
Coast Guard Station. I wouldn’t go inside, 
though, but waited outside in the car. 





I could see by her face when she came out 
that the cake had been successful. She hadn't 
had any trouble finding the men who had 
helped Freddie, and they were thrilled to 
think she had bothered to look them up. 

“Can you imagine!” mom said. “They told 
me that of the hundreds of people they have 
helped, we were the first ones to come back 
and say Thank you.” 

Well, that was the end of our adventure 
at Land’s End. It was more than just an 
adventure to me, though. I learned a lot 
about courage and faithfulness to duty that 
day, as well as a good deal about gratitude. 
Quite a bit for one Sabbath afternoon, don’t 
you think? 





Animals Have Fun, Too! 
From page 9 


Young California sea lions are sliders, too. 
A slippery rock is their favorite. Up on the 
rock, get set, go! In seconds they’re zoom- 
ing into the water and loving it. But that’s 
only one of their water sports. In addition 
to rock sliding, young sea lions like to shake 
seaweed or throw it about, and they enjoy 
tossing pebbles. 

Now your guide takes you to the jungles 
of South America. It’s playday for the red 
howling monkeys. You are about to witness 
one of the most exciting and colorful sights 
in all animal land, for these little fellows 
link hands and tails and make living bridges 
among the treetops. Dangerous? Not for red 
howling monkeys! Just FUN in capital let- 
ters. 

Now you whisk off with your guide to a 
jungle where the chimpanzees live. No 
sliding for these big fellows. That would be 
too simple. Chimpanzees like to grab up 
a stout stick, find a hollow log, and beat out 
a lot of booms and bangs. 

If a chimp wants more action he rears 
up and stamps around in a solo dance, with 
an amazing variety of steps, working up to 
a big climax that satisfies some urge within 
him. 

But you don’t have to go to the other side 
of the world to see animals play. Your lit- 
tle neighbors, the rabbits, have playtime, 
too. When rabbits feel especially frisky they 
play leapfrog. What an unforgettable sight 
it must be! 

When someone says that Bob or Jim or 
Linda Mae is “foxy,” you know right off 

















FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Mable Morgan, age 12. P.O. Box 137, Miranda, 
California, U.S.A. Camping, biking, ice skating, 
swimming, riding horses. 

Wesley Mallory, age 14. Box 634, South Lancaster, 
Massachusetts, U.S.A. Auto mechanics, guitar. 

Frenie A. Urbi, age 15. Ballesteras, Cagayan, Philip- 
pine Islands. Reading, sports, foreign money. 

Ruth Ann Baker, age 12. 3824 Cleveland, Brook- 
field, Illinois, U.S.A. Swimming, reading, outdoor 
sports. 

Daniel Toms, age 10. 263 Troy Street, Canton, 
Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Radio, pennies, reading, camp- 
ing, birds, stars, tropical fish. 

Gary Fraser, age 13. Box 3303, Wellington, New 
Zealand. Piano, pigeon breeding, stamps. 

Imtiaz Ali, Street 10, House 3, Frooq Gunj, La- 
hore, West Pakistan. Stamps, photography, music. 

Susan Planer, age 15. Golden Eagle, Illinois, U.S.A. 
Swimming, skating, music. 

Elizabeth Lance, age 13. Edwards, Illinois, U.S.A. 
Riding horses, Bible study, guitar. 








what they mean; so it’s not surprising to 
hear that foxes are clever about their fun. 
Sometimes a fox will amuse himself for a 
long time all alone, tossing a stick or a small 
stone into the air, then dashing to capture 
it as though it were a wonderful “find.” 

If you and your guide stop in Australia 
and trek through kangaroo country, you 
may (if you hide and wait very quietly) get 
a view of kangaroos boxing. These tall 
animals with the huge hind legs lean back 
on their powerful tails and punch their op- 
ponents with their front feet exactly like 
two men fighting in a boxing ring. 

If you're fond of drawing, you can have 
fun making sketches of animals, showing 
how you think they look when they play. 
Or, if you’re very, very lucky, you may even 
see animals playing, and make a drawing 
from real life. If your school has a drawing 
contest, you could enter some of your animal 
pictures. 
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Grace Darling 
From page 11 


from being dashed back against the rock on 
which the lighthouse was built. 

Slowly, ever so slowly, they battled against 
the waves while Mrs. Darling watched and 
prayed as she saw the little boat rise and 
fall, often completely hidden from sight. But 
at length the rowers neared Harper Rock, 
and could see the poor people still clinging 
to the wrecked and battered forecastle of 
the ship. Bringing their boat as near as pos- 
sible, Mr. Darling leaped upon the rock 
while Grace took both oars and guided the 
boat to a slightly protected place. Mr. 
Darling then made his way up the slippery 
rock to the shivering victims, and one by 
one guided some and carried others down 
to a place where they might be taken into 
the boat. 

After all nine had been brought together 
there, Grace with great skill rowed the boat 
back, and together with her father, assisted 
five of the survivors into the boat. 

Then began an even more hazardous trip 
than the one to the rock. The boat was 
heavily loaded this time, and it took much 
more effort to push it through the waves. 
Also, it was lower in the water and so in con- 
stant danger of being swamped by the great 
waves that washed over the sides now and 
then. One of the sailors did what he could 
to bail out some of the water. 

After what seemed like hours both to 
Grace and her father in the boat, and to Mrs. 
Darling watching through the window of her 
kitchen, the tossing cockleshell neared the 
lighthouse landing. Mrs. Darling stood wait- 
ing to receive the rope. Then one by one 
the half-drowned sailors and passengers 
were helped out of the boat and into the 
warmth and comfort of the tower where Mrs. 
Darling rubbed their frozen limbs and 
wrapped them in warm blankets while Grace 
hurried about, preparing hot drinks for all. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Darling and two of the 
rescued men rowed back and got the remain- 
ing four survivors. 

For three more days the storm blew be- 
fore it calmed down enough for the rescued 
people to reach the mainland. During those 
days they fully recovered from their ter- 
rible experience and had time to think of 
the very great bravery which this young 
woman and her father had shown in ventur- 
ing out to rescue them. 
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Naturally, such a deed was soon known 
far and wide, and not only England but 
most of the civilized world rang with praises 
for the young woman and her brave father. 
The Royal Humane Society awarded gold 
medals to both Mr. Darling and his daughter. 
During 126 years only five other of these 
precious medals were given, showing how 
great Grace Darling's deed was considered 
to be. 

If you go to the village of Bamburgh to- 
day, on England’s Northumbrian coast, you 
may still see the small boat that was piloted 
across the stormy waters that September 
morning in 1838 by one of the world’s true 
heroines, Grace Darling. 





Girl With the Kindly Heart 
From page 8 


As soon as things began to get better after 
the flood, she found a small place and 
opened her dispensary again. Churchy had 
been sent elsewhere, and she missed her 
dreadfully. Doctors had come to her two 
hospitals to help out on occasions. They had 
given time that they could have spent in 
vacations. But none of them would stay. 
They had work of their own to do, and 
plenty of it. 

None of them came to the dispensary, 
however. It was not big enough, really, even 
for Elizabeth, who worked in it alone. She 
thought of the bright-eyed girls who would 
make such good nurses. She thought of a 
gleaming hospital. But no Hindu governor 
nor any maharajah came forward now. “They 
are probably saying that the spirits took 
the hospitals away,” she decided. “They do 
not stop to think that the mountains of 
water took everything else too.” 

Then she found a paper that some doc- 
tor had apparently dropped or thrown away. 
It was among the instruments and she did 
not even remember picking it up. It was 
a list of English names—people who had 
given money to a hospital in London. An 
idea popped into her mind. She really shied 
away from this one for a while. Then she 
gave in. 

“These are good Christian people,” she 
reasoned, “or else they would not have given 
their money to help others. If they knew 
about the women and girls of India, they 
would give again. I know they would.” She 
sat down each evening and wrote letters. 











Her handwriting was not any too good 
even yet. That is what made her shy away 
from her task. Nevertheless, her words 
poured out into letters because she was really 
writing from her heart. She wrote and mailed 
hundreds of letters to the names on the list, 
And with each letter went a prayer. 

Weeks passed, and answers came back. 
There were checks and cash. She was excited 
and wrote back to the Buchanan hospital 
where she used to work, and to other places, 
and got more lists. At last she had thousands 
of dollars, although the money was in ru- 
pees, of course, having been changed over 
from the English coin and pound notes. 

But she didn’t own any land. She would 
have to have that first before she could ful- 
fill her dream of a hospital with a training 
school for nurses. As usual, God answered 
her prayers. A high official called her in to 
treat his wife. His wife persuaded him to 
give land to Elizabeth because she had told 
her about Jesus. The rich woman felt that 
land was little enough to thank the mis- 
sionary with. 

“I cannot pay the builders for their work 
and have enough money left over to buy 
all the things the hospital will need,” Eliza- 
beth decided. She went to the mission school 
for boys. The Christian boys offered to help 
her. But there were not enough of them. The 
high-caste Brahmans simply stared her down. 
They were not allowed to do menial work. 
They could never touch a bit of dirt. Nor 
would they associate with a common woman. 

“I will tell them about Jesus,” Elizabeth 
said to herself. She went to the school every 
day. Each story that she chose was about 
some good work that the Saviour had done. 
The boys had been in mission school long 
enough to have heard all these stories. They 
had shut their ears to them. But Elizabeth’s 
desire to help their people turned the tide. 
They could see that her wish to serve was 
like a fire burning inside of her. 

The high-caste boys dug foundations. They 
hauled stones and pulled big beams into 
place. They went out as beggars and asked 
for rice husks to mix with plaster for the 
walls. It was weeks and then months that 
the folks of Srinagar stared at the strange 
sight. Then at last the building was up. The 
grounds even had been sloped by the boys 
so that the sick and lame would not have to 
climb any steps to enter this place of heal- 
ing. 

It was called Rainawari, because that was 


the name of the land it stood on; and it was 
dedicated by the bishop of Lahore in 1910. 
“The boys who built it have dedicated it 
already,” Elizabeth said to herself. “And the 
girls who study here will dedicate it further.” 
She was almost overwhelmed with the mir- 
acle of it all. 








JUST SUPPOSE 
By MARIE KNOTT 


1. Suppose you were the manager of a baseball 
team. To what Israelite tribe would you send scouts 
to look for a southpaw pitcher? a. Judah, b. Benja- 
min, c. Reuben (Judges 20:15, 16) 

2. Suppose you were recruiting experienced men 
for the crew of the “Nautilus.” What prophet might 
be eligible for a job? a. Daniel, b. Jeremiah, c. Jonah 
(Jonah 1 and 2) 

3. If your city were devastated by war, what man 
would you choose to organize the rebuilding of the 
city? a. Nehemiah, b. Joshua, c. Isaiah (Neh. 2 to 6) 

4. Suppose you were judging a beauty contest. 
What Jewish maiden would you select as beauty 
queen? a. Miriam, b. Esther, c. Naomi (Esther 
2:15-17) 

5. Suppose you were choosing members of the 
Olympic team. What Israelite would you choose to 
be weight lifter? a. Methuselah, b. Solomon, c. Sam- 
son (Judges 16:3) 


KINFOLK IN THE BIBLE 
By LOIS SNELLING 


How were the following Bible people related to 
each other? 
. Ruth to Orpah. 
. Abraham to Lot. 
. Benjamin to Rebekah. 
. John the Baptist to Zecharias. 
. Sarah to Esau. 
. Jesse to Solomon. 
. Miriam to Aaron. 
Hannah to Samuel. 
. John to Jesus. 
. Salome to Herod. 
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Her dream was slowed down and almost 
stopped, however. Doctors came to help her 
but they could not stay. Most of the time she 
had to struggle on alone, unable to train 
her girls. One lovely young doctor named 
Janet Vaughan came for her summer vaca- 
tion. Elizabeth begged her to stay. But she 
felt that she was needed elsewhere. “Oh, 
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heavenly Father,” Elizabeth prayed, “with 
Janet here Srinagar would have its Chris- 
tian hospital. And a Christian teacher.” 

A knock came on the door. “It seemed 
to me that I heard a voice calling to me,” 
Dr. Janet Vaughan said. “I have come back 
to stay.” 

And that wonderful decision by Dr. Janet 
Vaughan opened a door of service to others 
who followed her example. As the years 
passed, more and more trained nurses and 
doctors came to Rainawari. It was a bounti- 
ful answer to prayer, Elizabeth was sure. 
She was glad for such an answer as she 
grew older and was less able to keep long 
hours. She sighed with satisfaction to think 
how well things were going, and would go 
without her. 

The maharajah had a cottage built for 
her near the hospital. “Plant a garden, grow 
flowers, and rest,” he told her with a smile. 

Elizabeth Newman thanked him and she 
planted flowers. But she left the doors to 
her cottage open, not believing that a woman 
who was God’s servant should do nothing 
but rest. The people of Kashmir came to her 
at all hours with their troubles and their 
mistakes. She read the Bible and prayed with 
them. They went away, consoled. in their 
troubles or guided away from their mis- 
takes, and blessed her name and the name of 
Him who had sent her. 

She served her beloved Indians until she 
was 77, in 1932, and then God called her 
home—a good and faithful servant. 

(The end) 





The Little Jesus Lady 
From page 5 


her writing, she often walked out among 
the flowers. Sometimes she would kneel by 
a bed of pansies. She would put her hand 
under one and another and turn their beauti- 
ful, velvety faces upward, then softly say, 
“The smiles of God! The smiles of God!” 
When she was a little girl she was walking 
among her mother’s flowers and came to a 
lovely pink rose of Sharon. She thought, “If 
God so loves and cares for the flowers, how 
much more He will love and care for His 
children.” There she promised to love and 
obey Him always. This promise she faith- 
fully kept throughout her long life. 
Another great pleasure in her declining 
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years was to ride in her horse-drawn carriage. 
Almost every day her nurse would drive her 
around the country. She made many friends 
with those who lived on the farms of the 
valley. As she rode along, if she noticed a 
mother on her porch or in the yard, she 
would often stop for a visit. She would 
speak words of hope and courage and leave 
her new friend thinking of heavenly things. 


But if she found anyone in need, she would 4 


go home and from her own house send the 
needy ones a basket of food. Often during 
the last years of her life she could be heard 
singing: 


“We'll be there, we'll be there in a little 
while. 
We'll join the pure and the blest; 
We'll have the palm, the robe, the crown, 
And forever be at rest.” 


Years after her death she was tenderly 
spoken of by many folks whom she had 
visited, as the “little old woman with white 
hair who spoke so lovingly of Jesus.” Others 
called her “the little Jesus lady.” 

She lived in her Elmshaven home about 
fifteen years, and busy years they were. She 
traveled occasionally attending camp meet- 
ings and General Conference sessions, but 
most of her time she spent in writing. Then 
one Sabbath about noon as she was entering 
her study, she tripped and fell. On examina- 
tion, it was found that her hip was broken. 
She was now eighty-seven years old and the 
injury hastened her death. 

The Lord was merciful to His worn and 
tired servant, for she had little pain. Some- 
times she was able to be wheeled out on the 
porch of the upper floor. From here she 
could see the beautiful flowers and trees 
about her home. Then she could look out 
over the valley at the orchards and vine- 
yards and beyond to the evergreen moun- 
tains. 

One of her last pleasant moments was 
when her grandchildren came to see her. 
She urged them to look to Jesus and let 
Him guide them. “Bring every plan to the 
Lord to see if He approves,” she said. 

She not only thought of her own grand- 
children but in her last hours she was think- 
ing of all boys and girls everywhere. Her 
last messages to them were to read. Read 
what she has written, for much of it is for 
boys and girls. She was having to lay down 
her life but she wanted the boys and girls to 
finish the work she had begun. 














On Friday, July 16, 1915, at 3:40 P.M. in 
the sunny upper room of her Elmshaven 
home, she quietly and peacefully fell asleep. 
The last words she spoke were, “I know in 
whom I have believed.” 

The funeral was held on the lawn in 
front of her quiet country home, which had 
been to her a haven of rest. Then she was 
taken to the Oak Hill Cemetery in Battle 
Creek and laid to rest beside her husband 

nd two little boys. There she sleeps, await- 
ing the call of the Life-giver. 





Victor’s Victory 
From page 3 


“Whew. That would make Sabbathkeep- 
ing a real problem,” Bill commented. 

“It certainly does. And a bigger problem 
than you can possibly realize here in this 
free country, my boy,” Uncle Jim replied. 
“Victor managed very well for his first nine 
grades because he was able to attend a 
Jewish school that was permitted to operate 
for the benefit of the Jews in the community. 

“But when it came to the tenth grade 
Victor and his father and mother were 
greatly perplexed. The Jewish school went 
only as far as the ninth grade and then the 
students had to attend the government 
schools for higher education. Without grad- 
uation certificates for their higher education 
they could not hope to get jobs. If Victor 
attended government school and was absent 
on the Sabbath, he knew the authorities 
would not permit him to take the examina- 
tions and he would not get certificates for 
the classwork he had done. During the 
vacation the family prayed earnestly about 
it and Victor made up his mind that he 
would remain true to God’s Sabbath even 
if he had to give up all his ambitions. 

“But just before school was due to open, 
Victor heard that the Jewish school had de- 
cided to teach the tenth grade the next year.” 

“My, that was an answer to prayer, wasn’t 
it?” Bill breathed. 

“Yes, it was, and the family never ceased 
to thank God for it. But the next year the 
problem rose again. The Jewish school de- 
cided to go back to nine grades. There was no 
other way out. Victor would have to attend 
a Moslem school and take the consequences.” 

“What a shame,” Bill exclaimed. 

“The family prayed again,” Uncle Jim 
continued, “and when Victor went to enroll 
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WATCH 


“MAN A SPECIAL PART OF CREATION" 


January 

10. Gen. 2:7 Formed man with hands 

11. Gen. 2:22 Made woman from man 

12. Mal. 2:10 God has created every boy and 
girl born into this world 

13. Gen. 1:27 Created in God’s image 

14. Isa. 43:7 Created to glorify God 

15. John 17:4 Jesus glorified God 

16. Isa. 60:21 All His people will glorify Him 








at the government school his minister father 
went with him to talk to the principal and 
see if there was any hope of Victor's being 
absent on Sabbath and still being allowed 
to sit for the examinations. 

“To their amazement the principal listened 
carefully to their story and then nodded his 
head. ‘Ah, yes,’ he said. ‘This year we have 
an Armenian Christian on our staff, teach- 
ing English. He also has requested to have 
his day of worship free. If you, boy, he 
turned and addressed Victor, ‘if you can keep 
up with your work as well as the others in 
your class, then I see no reason why you 
should not sit for the final examinations 
and earn your certificate.’” 

“Wasn't that wonderful!” Bill exclaimed. 
“How did he get on?” 

“I was at their little church for a Sabbath 
not long ago,” Uncle Jim answered. “Victor 
is the only young man there; in fact, there 
are no other young people around his age 
at all. He is an inspiration to the older church 
members and an example to the younger 
ones. He plays the organ and translates the 
sermon for the benefit of any visitors who 
do not speak Armenian.” 

“But what about his schoolwork?” Bill 
urged. 

“Be patient.” Uncle Jim smiled down at 
his nephew. “I am just coming to that. I 
spent that whole Sabbath afternoon with 
Victor’s folks. After lunch I noticed that 
the boy sat down quietly and studied his 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the first quarter: "The Blessed Hope" 


!1l|—Christ Himself Tells of 
the Second Advent 


(January 16) 


Memory VERSE: “Be ye therefore ready also: 
for the Son of man cometh at an hour when ye 
think not” (Luke 12:40). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read these two passages about our Lord’s re- 
turn to the earth: John 14:1-3 and Luke 12: 
35-40. Go over the memory verse a few times 
and repeat it each day during the week. 


SUNDAY 
Our Lord’s Great Promise 


Open your Bible to John 14. 


To say that we believe Jesus and believe in all 
the things He said means that we believe in the 
Second Advent, for Christ spoke many times 
about His coming again to the earth. 

The disciples thought that Jesus would be an 
earthly king and restore the power and prestige 
of the Jewish nation, but Jesus told them that 
His kingdom was not of this world and that He 
was to suffer and die here. The disciples were 
troubled when He spoke of His future in this 
way. One day when they were feeling upset 
about these prophecies, Jesus spoke the won- 
derful words that have become a_ precious 
promise to Christians through the ages. Read 
them in verses 1 to 3. 

On the morning of the day when He was cru- 
cified, as He stood before His accusers, Jesus 
again repeated His promise to return. When 
asked by the high priest to tell whether He 
was the Son of God, He answered, “Thou hast 
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said: nevertheless I say unto you, Hereafter 
shall ye see the Son of man sitting on the right 
hand of power, and coming in the clouds of 
heaven” (Matt. 26:64). 

One day those who mocked and jeered at Him 
when He made this prophecy will see Him and 
remember His words at the cruel trial. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 643. 

THINK how those who laugh at the prophe- 
cies of the Bible will one day be ashamed and 
confounded! 

RESOLVE to take seriously the prophecies of 
the Bible. 


MONDAY 
The Angels Confirm Christ’s Promise 


Open your Bible to Acts 1. 


Six weeks after Christ told the Jewish coun- 
cil that one day He would come in the clouds of 
heaven, our Lord ascended to heaven, His work 
on earth finished. He led His little band of disci- 
ples out of Jerusalem to Bethany, which is on 
the slope of the Mount of Olives. He paused 
on the summit of the mount and, as often in 
times past, the eleven gathered about Him. 

He stretched out His hand in blessing upon 
them, and then His feet left this sin-stained 
earth, and He began to ascend. As the disciples 
watched, a beautiful cloud enveloped their Lord 
—and then they lost sight of Him. 

Their attention was called back to the earth, 
however, by the sound of voices and to their 
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surprise they saw two men beside them. Find 
in verse 10 how they were dressed. 

They were two angels from the host that had 
come to escort our Lord to heaven. Read in 
verse 11 how they comforted the disciples with 
a repetition of Christ’s promise to return. 

“Christ had ascended to heaven in the form of 
humanity. The disciples had beheld the cloud 
receive Him. The same Jesus who had walked 
and talked and prayed with them; who had 
broken bread with them; who had been with 
them in their boats on the lake; and who had 
that very day toiled with them up the ascent 
of Olivet,—the same Jesus had now gone to 
share His Father’s throne. And the angels had 
assured them that the very One whom they had 
seen go up into heaven, would come again even 
as He had ascended.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 
832. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
830, par. 2; p. 831. 

THINK how precious is 
Jesus will one day return. 


Pray to be among those who are looking with 
joy and hope for the Lord to appear. 


TUESDAY 
Jesus Tells When and How He Will Come 


Open your Bible to Mark 13. 

It had been hard at first for the disciples to 
believe that Jesus would be taken from them, 
but they gradually learned to accept it and to 
see that He was being taken from them as part 
of God’s great plan. They hoped that He would 
come back very soon. One day four of the disci- 
ples went to Him by themselves to see if they 
could find out more about His coming and 
about the destruction of Jerusalem and its 
lovely Temple. In verse 3 find which four disci- 
ples went to Jesus, and then read the question 
they asked Him, in verse 4. 

Jesus answered their question by telling them 
some of the things by which they would know 
that the destruction of Jerusalem was near. 
These same things will be seen before the final 
destruction of the earth also. 

Although Jesus has told us when to expect 
Him, we do not know the exact day or hour. 
Many will be surprised, even among those who 


the promise that 


The disciples gathered around close to hear what Jesus said about the days in which He would return. 





at some time have looked for His advent. 
warns us, “Be ye also ready: 


He 
for in such an 
hour as ye think not the Son of man cometh” 
(Matt. 24:44). 

Jesus told His disciples how He would come. 
He came to the earth the first time in a humble 
manner, as the babe of poor peasants, but His 


second coming will be different. He will come 
as a king of glory. Jesus said that the Son of 
man will “come in his own glory, and in his 
Father’s, and of the holy angels” (Luke 9:26). 

What glory that will be! We cannot begin to 
imagine the splendor of the appearance of Jesus 
with the angels and with the glory of the Fa- 
ther! 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
32. 


THINK what a wonderful sight it will be to 
see Jesus coming through the heavens in glory! 

RESOLVE to be able to welcome Him as your 
king, not fear Him as your judge. 


WEDNESDAY 
Getting Ready for His Coming 


Open your Bible to Luke 12. 


Even though Jesus has given us promises of 
His return and has told us how we can know 
that His second coming is near, there will be 
many who will not be ready. 

Jesus wants to take us home with Him. He 
wants us to enjoy the things He has gone to pre- 
pare for us, but He cannot force us to accept 
Him. He can only warn us to be ready—not to 
be taken unawares. Read one of the warnings 
He gave in verse 40. 

To help us to understand how easy it is for us 
to be taken by surprise, Jesus reminds us of the 
times of Noah. Noah preached as he built the 
ark, for 120 years. He warned everyone that a 
great flood was going to destroy the world be- 
cause of its wickedness, and told them that if 
they would come inside the ark he was making 
they would be kept safe. But the great majority 
of people did not listen. They laughed at No- 
ah’s warnings. They refused the offer of shelter 
in the ark—and they were drowned in the great 
Flood. 

“As it was in the days of Noe,” said Jesus, “so 
shall it be also in the days of the Son of man” 
(Luke 17:26). 
























So it is now. Our ministers, our colporteurs, 
our teachers, our medical workers, and others 
are doing all they can to warn men about the 
terrible destruction by fire that is soon to take 
place, and telling people how to be safe, but 
few listen. The rest laugh and go on doing as 
they have been doing. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
633, pars. 1 and 2 

THINK of the tragedy to the people of Noah’s 
day! 

REsoLvE to take a warning from what hap- 
pened to them, and to be prepared for the second 
destruction of the earth and the coming of the 
Lord in glory. 

THURSDAY 


What Happens When Jesus Comes to the Earth 


Open your Bible to 1 Thessalonians 4. 


Although we do not usually call Paul a 
prophet, he was inspired by the Spirit of God to 
make a prophecy of just what will happen at 
the second coming of Christ. Read verse 16, 
first part, and find what we shall see and hear at 
the Second Advent. 

There will be no doubt of Christ’s coming: 
He will not come in a quiet way the second 
time. Read the last part of verse 16 to find out 
what happens to all the victorious Christians 
who have died in the faith of Jesus. 

From Adam and the patriarchs down through 
the centuries to the present time the righteous 
who have fallen asleep in death will be given 
new bodies and will arise to welcome the Lord 
whose coming they have hoped for. In verse 17 
you can find who will join these resurrected 
saints, and where they will all be taken. 

“As Enoch was translated to heaven before 
the destruction of the world by water, so the 
living righteous will be translated from the 
earth before its destruction by fire.”—Patriarchs 
and Prophets, p. 89. 

For further reading: 
p. 322. 

THINK! Perhaps you have lost a loved one 
who loved Jesus. Won’t it be wonderful to see 
him or her again when Jesus comes and the 
angels call the righteous dead from their graves? 

Pray to be ready not only to meet the Lord 
_ to greet those who have fallen asleep in 

esus. 


The Great Controversy, 


FRIDAY 


WRITE pown the names of the ones who 
spoke these words and the names of those to 
whom they were spoken. 


1. “I go to prepare a place for you.” 
“IT will come again, and receive you unto 
ee e to 
3. “This same Jesus, which is taken up from 
you into heaven, shall so come in like manner as 
ye have seen him go into heaven.” 
to 


4. “Tell us, when shall these things be? and 





what shall be the sign when all these things 
« % we fulfilled?” .............. to 

“Be ye also ready: for in such an hour as 
ye ord not the Son of man cometh.” at 
to : ; 

6. ‘““He shall come in his own glory, and in 
his Father’s, and of the holy angels.” 
to 

7. “And as it was in the days of Noe, so shall 
it be also in the days of the Son of man.” ........... 
”.... 

8. “For the Lord himself shall descend from 
heaven with a shout, with the voice of the 
archangel, and with the trump of God: and the 
dead in Christ shall rise first: Then we which 
are alive and remain shall be caught up to- 
gether with them in the clouds, to meet the 
Lord in the air: and so shall we ever be with 
the Lord.” : ae, ie ae 

Review the memory verse. 


For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 8, pp. 147-159. 





Victor’s Victory 
From page 19 


Bible. He did not take much part in our 
conversation, for he is a quiet lad. But im- 
mediately after sunset worship Victor dis- 
appeared. I waited awhile, then when he 
didn’t come back I asked his father where 
he was. ‘Oh,’ he said, ‘as soon as the sun sets 
Victor goes to a classmate’s house and gets 
all the notes and assignments on the work 
his class has had at school today. Then he 
races back here and prepares his lessons 
for tomorrow. In that way he is keeping up 
with the others.’” 

Bill was thinking hard. “I didn’t realize 
that other fellows had such problems with 
their schooling,” he said, and added with 
rather an ashamed glance at his uncle, “I 
guess missing a nature hike because of the 
Sabbath isn’t so important after all.” 

“Good lad,” replied Uncle Jim, slapping 
him on the back. “Put God and His com- 
mandments first and He will work out all 
the details to your advantage.” 
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Barbara: A petite watch, but a great value. Deli- 
cately styled for the discriminating. Case is color 
of yellow gold; noncorrosive back. Matching gold- 
filled expansion band. Easy-to-read skip-figure dial 
with domed crystal. 17-jewel movement is shock 
protected with Incabloc. Unbreakable mainspring, 
Retail $62.50. 


Militia: Ruggedly constructed for young men. 
A tremendous value for anyone. Chrome top case 
with stainless steel back is water resistant. Match- 
ing steel combination expansion band with black 
insets. Luminous hands, hour dots. 17 jewels. Un- 
breakable mainspring. Incabloc shock protection. 
Retail $55.00. 


Let Life and Health help you earn one of these fine 
watches! Here’s how: Any young person who sells 
8 subscriptions or 80 single copies of the NEW Life 
and Health and turns in the full amount of $40.00 
to his conference publishing department secretary 
will receive the watch. 
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BROWNIE THE BAT, No. 12-By Harry Baerg 
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1. Brownie struggled most of the night to get loose 
from the cluster of burdocks in which he had become 
entangled, but only became more firmly enmeshed. 
Then Gerry, out looking for butterflies, spied the 
bat. 2. He gently freed Brownie, and the bat seemed 








to recognize him as a friend and did not even try 
to bite. 3. When winter comes some of the northern 
bats migrate to the south where insect food is still 
plentiful. They would not only freeze but would 
starve to death if they remained in the north. 




















4. Brownie and his friends joined other groups of bats 
as the days became colder, and eventually they all 
funneled into a mountain cave that most of the bats 
knew about. 5. There have been times when an ex- 
ceptionally early snow has blocked the mouths of 


7. There he hung with the others in a stupor. His 
breathing, which normally progressed at the rate of 
a buzz saw, was greatly slowed down and so was his 
heartbeat. 8. The snow fell and the cold became 
intense during the winter, but the little bat colony 
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caves before the bats could get to them and many of 
the little creatures perished in the snow outside. 6. 
But Brownie had better luck and flew far into the 
inner recesses of the cave where he would be 
able to keep warm beyond the reach of the cold. 





slept peacefully in their well-insulated shelter. 9. 
Then in the spring when the snow melted and the 
weather became warmer and the insects again came 
out in myriads, Brownie and the other bats came out 
again to do their work in the twilight. [THE END.] 








